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On the DRA H of the late 


Counteſs of SUN DERL AN D. 


N [poſe, 
| When fromſojuſtaCauſeher Sorrow flows? 


When Virtue ſo divine the Soul inſpires, 
When Beauty ſo compleat the Fancy fires, 


” Self 


"Hat Bounds to Sorrow ſhall the Maſe pro- 


(6) 
Self! mov'd melodious might her N umbers fall 


Like A at their Great Creator's Call. 


Yet, diffident ſhe ſoars, on Infant Wing, 
And trembles as ſhe ſtrikes the tuneful String ; 
When ſuch a Subject claims her humble Lays, 
She dreads the Task, and baſhfully obeys, 

Nor more the lovely Theme her Breaſt inſpizes, 
Than Tears obſtruQ,, and damp the riſing Fires. 
Weep then my Muſe, nor ſeek a vain Relief, 
Since all the World participates thy Grief 

A Cauſe no leſs could mighty CHvscniLL move, 


Here mighty CauscnilL ſhall thy Grief ap- 
[ 1 

Behold that HE OR, who unalter'd ſtood, 
In Fields of Slaughter, drench'd with Gallick 
[Blood ; j 


Whilf * 


1 

Whilſt all around ſwift Fate uncertain flies, 
And Cannons, big with Death, re-thunder on the 
Who cal, wnicdnquer'd, with s Dauntleſs Mien, 
View'd all the Horrors of the War ſerene. 
Now gen'rous Weakneſs his firm Soul o'er-bears, 

And tender Soſtneſs melts him into Tears; 
Free as thoſe Drops, Oh may thy N umbers flow! 
And let the Verſe be equal to the Woe. 
In lower Spheres Misfortunes take their Turn, 
And only thoſe who Suffer ſeem to Mourn. | 
5 But, If a Cnun cmi Weep? a Spxcrx Die, 


*| © TheSympathetickSorrow ſtreams from ev'ry Eye. 


BE 
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E preſent to my Aid, ye heav'nly.Quire! 
And ſoft expreſſive Sounds of Grief inſpire; , 
Whilſt I in lofty Strains attempt to Mourn, - 
And conſecrate a Verſe to SEER Urn: 
A Verſe that far as het fair Fame may fly, 
And force a Tear from late Foſterityd ! 


— *» 


And Thou, e RY Þ whoſe 
| [willing Muſe 

Did thoughts Divine into thy Soul infuſe, - : | 
Whoſe tuneful Lyre ſtill lent its ready l | 
To ling in mighty Numbers mighty Things ; 
Low at thy ſacred Shrine I proſtrate fall, 
(SpExcER my Theme, a Spencer's Aid I call: ) 
Inſtrut me, Bard rever'd! who beſt canſt teach 


The Path to Heighths which thou alone couldſt 


(reach; 
Safe ® 


( 9 ) 
Safe in thy Conduct, fearleſs will 1 Sou, 3 


And tempt ſecurely Steps untrod before. 


Already big i in 1 Hope the Flight k ery; 
Mount o'er the Clouds, and gain the nether Sky; 
Support me Pow'r ! Oh rein the winged Steed ! 
Preſcribe his Bounds, and moderate his Speed. 
Guide thou my Pen, approve my juſt Deſi ign, 
Breath! in reach Thought, and brighten ev'ry Line. 


Say, Maſe! Where firſt Niall begin the Task 
That would the Toil of endleſs Ages ask ? 5 
What firſt attempt to Praiſe, when ev'ry Part 
Blooms i in the Eye, and raviſhes the Heart ? 
Say, ſhall T trace her through each Scene of Life, 


* The bones Virgin and the faultleſs Wife? 


* | _ Attend | 


ls. T. 0 


(10) 
Attend her to the laſt fad Hour, and paint 
The living Wonder, and the dying Saint! io 


Thence form a Pattern to remortt Climes, 


And teach Perfection to ſucceeding Times! 


| Attend, ye N ymphs ! whom Beauty bids be Gay, 


Nor view unmov'd the Picture I diſplay 


Would you be all as Lovely as you ſeem, 
Learn from my Verſe, to Copy from my Theme. 
Read here, and reading, Mourn her early Fate, 


And mourning, Envy not, but Emulate, 


N ature on her em ploy'd her chiefeſt Care, 
And form'd her an Example to the Farr : 


Gave us her urmoſt Efforts to behold, 


And caſt the Figure in her faireſt Mold; 5 | 
With » 


* 


5 


q 1 I 2 "mp 
With the white Lilly mix'd the blu ming Roſe, | 


And bid them in her Cheeks their Charms diſcloſe, 
With borrow'd Luſtre from each other thine, 


And each, from each, contract an Air divine! 


But, when the came to view the Gniſh'd Piece, 


| And chought to mend what might be found amiſs 


Long on the new-Created Form ſhe gaz'd, 


Admir'd with Tranſport, and with Wonder 


' [prais'd 2 
Conſcious the perfect Work was her's alone, 


Amaz'd, ſhe own'd ſhe had her ſelf out done; * 


CS a V=* 


Then laugh'd, to think how future Wits would 
[ſtrain 


The Dregs and Squeezing; of a fruitleſs Brain, 
To paint, in Water-Colours at the beſt, - 


The Beauties Papnos? Goddeſs ne er poſſeſt! 


Yet, when ſuch heav only Themes i invite the Bard, 


The plea ing Labour i is its own reward; 


, | C 2 And 


Lan). 


| a whilt the fading Beauties we rehearſe, 
More laſting Charms immortalize the Verte. 


7 


Here Vi rtwe had her Aid with Natare va, 0 
That the frail C harms which are to Fleſh confined $ 
Might Shine more bright by Graces of the Mind: 
Theſe all, She knew, were deſtin'd to Decay, 
And Youth and Beanty vaniſh j in a Day ; - 

But join? , in one Celeſtial Sphere they move, 


Co FTAMYS 


And lift the Mortal to the Seats above, 


So hen the Streams which near propd Troy aroſe, 
Like Tame and Vs, one kind Channel choſe, 
The little Currents, which ignobly flaw'd, 
N ameleſs before, without their Genial Gal, 5 
United now, remain obſcure no more, 4 
Bur roll renown'd along Scamonder's Shore. 

oe rr pen” 1:70 | : Now, 
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No o.. 105 tho Horrgrs of thy Thomas 
Nor here refuſe, yeN ymphs 12 pitying Tear, iy 4 
To ſee this Sun, which late ſo lovely none, 8 
Stopt in its Courſe, and Setting c er its. Non; 
Too rigid Fate! when one ſad Breath muſt eil 
How hright it Roſe, and hoy untimely Fall 

wm - Ams onen a8 bn nl 

Let not this Scene alone your Pity move 
This godlike Pattern may your Hearts imprope +, 


ch View, Cantemplate, Imitates Admire! 


Let gen rous Ardours ew ry Breaſt inſpirg. - 


Behold her, "midſt of Agonies reſign'd, 

Attend her Doom with an undaunted Mind UA 
Mild, as calm Martyrs, wait her God's peer, 
And look with Tranf| {pore on Eternity ; 

Wa! FE The 


Smiles at the un between, and ruſhes to the 


(14) 

The Fears of Death, with pleaſing Hopes, beguile: 
He ghaſtly Grins, ſhe anſwers with a Smile; * 
Impatient of Delay erpelts the clue, 

And longs through Regions unexplor'd to range. 
Unmov d She met that Fate which others grievs, 
And bore with leſs regret than we receiv A. 
Thus Virtue; tho? from Death it cannot Live, 


Prepares and fits us to embrace the Grave, 
Protracts our Views, and opens to the heel 
A diſtant Proſpect full of new Delight : 

Eager to graſp the tempting Prize, the Soul 


(Goal. 


But fee, diſtracting Cares invade her Breaſt, 
The Soul ſtopt ſhort, juſt haſning to its Reſt. 


, The. 


C15) 
A gen'rous Strife now kindles in her Mind, 
Anxious ſhe ſeems, and half to Life inclind, j 
In pity to the World ſhe leaves behind.” · +1 


Now mourns ſhe muſt her tender Lord forſakez2 | 


And taſte a Joy that he may not partake; 1 
Her blooming Offspring now Compaſſion move; 
The living Pledges of their mutual Love! ..c7 
A while in pious Doubt ſhe ſeem'd to wait, 


But her Reſolves were obſtinate as Fat: 
The Soul remain'd unalterably bent. 


Thoughts might perplex, but chang'd not her In- 
So, when ſome Current Icy Fetters bind, 
The Surface only feels it ſelf confin'd; 

Silent beneath the Waters peaceful move, 
Glide on ſerene, nor know the Change above. 
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du as her Soul did for its Flight prepare, 
he lovely Orphans claim'd a Mothers Care, 
| Showould Neve pre bur Speech wasnow deny't 

And on her Tongue the faulyting Accents dy'd. 

Look dowrron'theſe, ſhe cry'd, and let them be- 1 

Death caught the Word—and Heav*nrreply'd, as 

Now everlaſting: Slumbers ſeal her Byes, ON. 
And her pure Soul aſtends its native Skies. 

Forbear my Maſe! in vain thy Tears are ſhed; 

Tears hought avail; nor Pray rs recal the Dead. 


Oh! rather than the youthful Mourners chear, 
| CThe youthful Mourners, Heav'ns peculiar Carel) 
| Comfort their Sorrows; teach them to ſuſtain 
| That ftroke of Fate which to reſiſt were vain. 
ö WT | On © 


(11) 
On am their mighty Loſs to recom pence, 
May Heav'n its Bleſſings plenteouſly difpenll, 
Long may they Live, mature. in ev'ry Charm, 
Strike ev*ry Eye, and ev'ry Fancy warm ; 


| Let eArt and Natare j join their Forms to Grace, 
And call the Morurx forth in evry Face; 


T o them may Heav'n impart thy Virtues too, 
And teach them thy Example to purſue, 
Thy bright Perfe&tions into each transfuſe, | 
And make thy Race the Theme of ev ry Muſe, 


Yet ſhould they with an equal Luſtre ſhine; 


And grow in Graces that may vie with thine, 


3 | | | 
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( 18 J 
Alas! permit us to lament our Fate, 
To loſe fo ſoon what Heavn beſtow'd ſo late! 


Are then our Crimes to ſuch a Meaſure grown 
They need a ſpotleſs Viftim a attone? 

Muſt we ſo fair a Sacrifice reſign ? | 
Will Innocence alone, appeaſe the Wrath Divine? 


Might humble Df explore the hidden Cauſe, 
And ſearchthe Sourceof Heav'ns myſterious Laut, 
Would Heav*n permit the mighty Guilt to know, 
That drew on ſuch irreparable Woe; 
From what Offence the dire Reſentment grew, 


That with the Sinner ſwept the Guiltleſs too? 


© Can3}- 
The warned World would learn to >Sin n more, 


And Heav'n again! the ities might reſtore 
Reſerve this Serge, the next Oka to pay, ; 
Andeach Racing Wretch would then obey ; Ry 
| Oh had they fach anocher Prize to loſe, 

They durſt not ſure ti Almaghty's Grace abuſe, 
All, all their grateful Praiſes would return, 
And thus preſerve, 1 loſing, all muſt Mourn. 


But—What PretencehasHuman kind to plead > 
Or who for ſiuful Man ſhall intercede ? | 
| Raſh Mortals mult not tax the Pow's Immenſe, 
And fexk for Cauſes that ſurgafs their Senſe 
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(20) 
Hrs juſt Decrees weak Reaſon cannot weigh ; 
Nor are we to Examine, but Obey. 
The faireſt Forms muſt into Ruin fall: 


Who gave our Breath, reſumes it with a Call; ! 


And Nethingonlychangi its N ame, to ſeem this 
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